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ANY MAN CAN TURN TRAITOR...

Katrina and Orion have just learned the man who sat in their living room is the very man who has been killing her brother’s squad mates. 

After learning that Gabe has snapped and turned on his own father, they realize he’s on the run. Now also forced to go on the run, they receive an ominous clue outlining another murder. 

Realizing they have to keep moving, they head back to New York to wait for Gabe’s next move. 

What they don’t expect is for Katrina’s father to do something so surprising and dangerous, it may get them all killed in the process. 
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Katrina
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I COULDN’T STOP STARING at the picture on Orion’s phone. The face looking back at me was “Laurie,” the man who had just been sitting in our living room. But the name attached to it, the one that made my blood run cold, was Gabe—Laurence Gabriel Moser.

I didn’t know what to say, couldn’t wrap my mind around it. 

Gabe. 

The man we’d been looking for this whole time. The man tied to my brother’s death, the one who had been tormenting us. And he had just sat across from us, smiling, lying through his teeth and eating the meat and cheese I prepared. 

I wished I would have poisoned him. My stomach churned, a wave of nausea hitting me hard as reality crashed down.

Orion’s fingers grazed mine, grounding me in the moment. “We have to tell your dad.”

I nodded, my throat too tight to respond. The weight of what we were about to do hit me like a freight train. My dad. This was going to crush him.

We made our way downstairs, my feet dragging with each step. The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, but it wasn’t comforting. It was bitter. 

Dad was at the table, nursing a mug and reading the newspaper. I could tell he was distracted. He was probably thinking about Blake and what Gabe had told us yesterday. 

When I told him it was all bullshit, he was going to be furious. Crushed. 

“You guys are up early,” he said. 

He must have seen the expression on my face. “Everything okay?”

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. I wanted to protect him from this. I wanted to shield him from the truth, from the betrayal that was about to hit him, but there was no going back now.

“No.”

“What is it?” he asked. 

Orion poured us two cups of coffee. 

Dad was staring at us, knowing it was bad. This was going to be a bad moment; the kind you never forgot. I knew I would remember every detail. The smell. What I was wearing. Everything. 

“Katrina?”

“Dad,” I started, my voice shaky. “We... we need to talk.”

His brow furrowed, and he set the notebook aside. “What is it?”

Orion stepped forward, his phone still in hand, the picture of Gabe—of “Laurie”—on the screen. He placed it on the table in front of my dad, sliding it across so he could see.

Dad leaned forward, squinting at the photo. “That’s Laurie,” he said slowly, confusion creasing his forehead. “Why are you showing me this? Is he okay? Did something happen? Is Amos okay?”

I took a deep breath, my heart racing. “Dad... that’s not Laurie.”

He looked up at me, the confusion deepening. “What do you mean? That’s him. That’s the man who was here yesterday.”

I pressed my lips together, gathering the courage to say the words. “That man... he’s not Laurie. He’s Gabe. Laurence Gabriel Moser. The man we’ve been looking for.”

The color drained from his face, his expression shifting from confusion to disbelief, and then to something darker—something closer to rage.

“That can’t be,” he said, his voice low, almost a growl. “That’s Colonel Moser’s son. Laurie.”

“No, Dad.” I shook my head, tears stinging my eyes. “That man lied to us. Colonel Moser lied to you. Gabe was in our house. He sat here, and he lied to all of us. Right to our faces. He looked you in the eyes and told you stories about Blake that I doubt were true. He made it all up.”

Dad’s face turned red with fury. His hand shot out, slamming against the table with a loud crack that made me flinch. The mug of coffee toppled over, spilling its contents onto the table, but he didn’t notice. His entire body trembled with anger. 

The dogs had been patiently waiting for their breakfast but sensed the tense atmosphere. They quickly retreated into the living room. The dogs had seen enough anger and violence the last week. 

“He lied to me,” Dad spat, his voice shaking. “My old Marine buddy lied to me. He brought the enemy into my house, right under my roof. I trusted him, and he—”

“Dad,” I cut in, trying to keep my own emotions in check. “We have to stay focused. We need to find Gabe. We need to find out what really happened in Afghanistan, and we can’t do that if we let this anger get the best of us.”

Dad stood abruptly, pushing his chair back with such force it screeched against the floor. He paced back and forth, hands buried in his hair, as he tried to process the betrayal. “I can’t believe this... How could I have been so blind?”

“None of us knew,” I said. “Why would we assume he would come to the house? This guy has been killing people left and right. With all the threats and blowing my car up, why would we suspect a murderer would come over for dinner?”

“And pretend to be someone he’s not,” Orion added, his tone filled with disgust. “He knew exactly what he was doing. He came here to manipulate us, to get information, or maybe just to throw us off his trail.”

“Or to taunt us.” I hissed with disgust. “He got off and seeing us twist in the wind. He loved watching us get emotional when he talked about Blake.”

“Sounds like psychopath,” Orion said. 

“I think that’s exactly what he is,” I said.

Dad stopped pacing and looked at both of us, his eyes wild with anger. “What do we do now?” His voice was desperate, almost pleading for some semblance of control in a situation that had spiraled wildly out of it.

“We need to be strategic about this,” Orion said. “If Gabe is still in town, we might have a chance to confront him, to get some answers directly.”

Dad stopped pacing, his eyes locking onto Orion’s with a fierce intensity. “We’ll do more than confront him. We’ll make sure his ass goes to prison. Military prison.”

None of us said anything for several seconds. My dad actually took it better than I thought he would. 

“Do you have Colonel Moser’s number?” I asked Dad. “We need to get Gabe back here. We need answers.”

Dad hesitated for a moment, then got up and went to the kitchen drawer where he kept a little address book. He flipped through it quickly, his hands still shaking with anger, before pulling out a slip of paper with a phone number scribbled on it.

“Here,” he said, handing it to me.

I took the paper, my fingers trembling as I dialed the number. The phone rang once, twice, and then—

“The number you have dialed is no longer in service. Please check the number and try again.”

I pulled the phone away from my ear, staring at the screen like it had personally betrayed me. “It’s disconnected.”

“What?” Dad’s voice was sharp, angry. He grabbed his phone off the table and dialed the number himself, pacing the kitchen while we waited for the inevitable.

“The number you have dialed is no longer in service. Please check the number and try again.”

“Damn it!” he shouted. 

Orion stepped in, pulling out his phone and dialing the number as well, though we all knew what the result would be.

“The number you have dialed is no longer in service. Please check the number and try again.”

Orion hung up, his face grim. “They’ve cut us off.”

“What number did Amos call you from?” I asked. 

“It was a private number,” he said. “I just assumed he was using some secure line or something. I had his number, so I wasn’t too worried about it.”

Dad’s hands were clenched into fists again. I could see the raw emotion coursing through him—the betrayal, the anger, the hurt. He had trusted his friend, trusted this man to help us, and that trust had been shattered into a million pieces.

It was all starting to sink in for him. I understood the shock. It took me a good ten minutes to digest the information. 

“I’ll start calling my old buddies,” Dad muttered. “Someone has to have another way to reach him. An address, another number... something.”

“Are you okay?” I asked Dad. “This is so much stress.”

“I’m fine.”

He walked out of the room. His bedroom door slammed shut a few seconds later. I understood the frustration. I would love to slam a few doors. 

It felt like we were back at square one, but this time, the enemy was clearer. It wasn’t just some faceless danger lurking in the shadows. It was Gabe. It was a man who had looked us in the eyes and lied.

Orion walked over and pulled me against him. He hugged me, not saying anything, just hugging me. 

His strength was comforting amidst the chaos. I leaned into his embrace, feeling the steady beat of his heart against mine. 

“We’ll figure this out,” Orion murmured, his voice a soft rumble against my ear. “We always do.”

I nodded, pulling back slightly to look at him. “We need a plan,” I said, trying to channel some of his resolve into my voice.

We could hear my father in his room getting very loud. 

“Your poor dad,” Orion said. 

“I know. Shame on that man. I don’t know what’s worse, his piece of shit son or him for lying and deceiving my father. I want to get my hands on him. I want to shake the hell out of both of them. And then I want to toss them in jail and throw away the key.”

“We know Gabe is dangerous, and now he’s ghosted everyone who could lead us to him,” Orion started, ticking off the points on his fingers. “We also know he must have had help; no one vanishes into thin air like that without some serious resources or connections. We need to start thinking like him. Where would he go? Who would he trust?”

“His father,” I scoffed. “His father would have the money and connections to get him out of the country if he wanted to.”

Orion nodded in agreement. “We’ll need to be discreet about this. If Gabe finds out we’re sniffing around, he could go even deeper underground.”

“I have never hated anyone, but him—yes. He’s a monster. Horrible. Evil.” 

Orion squeezed my shoulder, his gaze darkening. “I know,” he said quietly. “But hate can cloud our judgment. We need to be smart, careful. If we start getting emotional, it just makes things messy.”

“You’re right,” I murmured. “We have to keep a clear head.”

“Do you want to take a minute and I’ll feed the dogs their breakfast?”

I took a deep breath. “No. I need to make sure my dad eats, especially with all this stress. I think I’ll keep it simple. Do you like oatmeal?”

“I love oatmeal,” he said with a laugh. “But I’ll deny it if you tell anyone.”

I laughed. “Your oatmeal secret is safe with me.”

Orion gave me a reassuring nod before grabbing the dog bowls. The moment they heard the sound of him opening the dog food container, they all rushed back into the kitchen. I retrieved the oats from the pantry and set a pot of water to boil. The simplicity of preparing oatmeal felt so strange knowing everything I did.

As I stirred the oats into the boiling water, my mind couldn’t help but wander back to Gabe and his labyrinth of lies. The betrayal stung deeper because it was personal. I could have handled the man being a complete asshole to me, but to bring my brother into it... that was too far. 

After a few minutes, the oatmeal was ready. I poured it into three bowls, topping each with a sprinkle of cinnamon and a handful of blueberries.

My dad was not a young man and he had already endured more stress than anyone should. It wasn’t right Gabe was making this so much harder than it had to be. 
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Orion 
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AS I FED THE DOGS, I listened to Robert in his room. Amos’s betrayal was a sharp blow. Seeing the devastation in their eyes pissed me off. 

I admired Katrina’s strength. She was trying to keep it together, for her dad and for me as well. But I could see beneath the surface. She was hurting too. The events were taking a toll on her. It was frustrating not being able to do anything to bring relief to either of them yet.

After setting down the last dog bowl, I washed my hands and joined her at the kitchen table. She blew on a spoonful of oatmeal before taking a bite. We ate in silence, the sound of the dogs scarfing down their food echoed around us. 

Robert walked into the kitchen, his jaw set. “Nothing,” he muttered. 

“Dad, sit down, eat,” Katrina said. “We’ll figure it out in a minute. You need to eat.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“And you know I’m not going to let that pass,” she said. “You need to eat. Keep up your strength.”

“I’ve got my PI looking into things,” I said. “Maybe he’ll get us a location.”

Robert wasn’t happy about it, but he sat down. I knew I wouldn’t want to go up against Katrina. While we were eating, my phone vibrated in my pocket. 

I checked the screen and saw it was Nathan. 

“It’s my PI,” I said and got up from the table. 

I walked into the living room. I didn’t know why. It wasn’t like I needed privacy. I was just going to tell them everything anyway. 

“What do you have, Nathan?” I asked. 

“I’ve got a last known address for Gabe, and one for his father,” he said. 

“Where?”

“Eden Prairie, not too far from where you are right now.”

I glanced over my shoulder. Katrina and Robert were still quietly eating. 

“Send it to me. I’ll talk to these guys and see what they want to do.”

“Alone?” he asked. “You think that’s a smart idea?”

“It’s not like I have a lot of options. I think this guy might bolt. I want to get to him before he figures out we know who he really is.”

“Good point. I’ll send you the info.”

“Thanks, Nathan. If you get any more information, text me.”

I returned to the kitchen and sat down. 

“Anything?” Katrina asked. 

“He’s sending me addresses for Gabe and his father. He said they live in Eden Prairie.”

“Let’s go,” Robert said. 

“Dad, let’s think,” Katrina said. 

“What’s to think about?” Robert shot back. “I want to ask Amos what the hell he was thinking bringing that slimy little weasel here.”

“I think we should go,” I said. “But where do we go first?” 

“To Amos,” Robert said definitively, his spoon clattering against the empty bowl. “I want to see the look in his eyes when I ask him why.”

Katrina looked at me, for my opinion. I nodded, agreeing with Robert. I could tell she was uncertain, but she was willing to follow Robert’s lead. “Fine.” She sighed. “But we should be cautious. We can’t be sure how he’ll react.”

“Don’t worry about me, Katrina.” Robert stood from the table and pushed his chair in. “It’s time Amos understood that when you mess with family, you pay the price.”

“When are we going?” Katrina asked. 

“Now,” Robert said. 

“I need to make arrangements for the dogs,” Katrina said. “If we end up being gone all day or longer, I don’t want them here by themselves.”

“Fine,” Robert said. “I’ll get some stuff together.” 

While Katrina called the person she usually had watch the dogs, I called Jason to give him the heads up. 

“Jason, we’ve tracked down Gabe and his father,” I said when he picked up. 

“Already? That was fast.”

“Nathan is good at what he does,” I replied. “Listen, we’re heading out now. Could be we’re not back for a while.”

“Do I need to come out there?”

“No,” I said. “Stay in New York. I’ll let you know if things go sideways.”

“It’s going to be a little hard to call me if shit goes sideways.”

“True, but I guess we have to take our chances,” I said. “We’re heading to Eden Prairie. If you don’t hear from me tonight...”

“Then my ass will definitely be headed that way,” he said. 

“Thanks. Talk later.”

I jogged upstairs to brush my teeth and pack my bag. Katrina came up behind me. “Should we pack an overnight bag?” she asked. 

“I would, just in case. If we come back, fine, but we don’t want to add any additional stress to our lives.”

She laughed. “I suppose having clean panties and a toothbrush is a luxury that would make my life a little better.”

When we returned downstairs, Robert was pacing. The man was itching to go. I didn’t blame him. 

We locked the door and loaded up in his truck with Katrina sandwiched between us. As we rolled down the highway, I stared out the window at the landscape that was dotted with snow here and there. The radio played some old rock song. Katrina stared straight ahead, her fingers nervously twiddling with the hem of her shirt. 

My gut told me there was more to discover than what we already knew. This Gabe situation was off. I didn’t understand why the guy showed up at the house. It just seemed so fucked up. 

And wrong. 

He truly had to be a psycho.

It was a long, quiet drive. No one was interested in making small talk. Jason texted a few times checking on our progress. He was handling things at the office, which I was very grateful for. 

We followed the GPS directions into town. The moment we pulled onto the quiet, suburban street in Eden Prairie, the tension in the truck hit a new high. It wasn’t just Robert’s gritted teeth or the way Katrina kept nervously tapping her foot against the floorboard. It was like all the weeks of stress, lies, and dead ends, boiled down to this one moment. They were getting ready to confront a family friend who betrayed them. 

Gabe’s father was our best shot at getting answers now. If he was involved in this cover-up, if he had known what his son had done all along... well, I didn’t even want to think about what that meant.

As we approached the house, Robert’s knuckles tightened on the steering wheel.

“If things go south, and I end up in jail for knocking this guy’s teeth in, I need you to promise me something, Orion.”

I glanced over at him. Robert wasn’t just angry—he was seething. His buddy had brought the enemy right into his home. That kind of betrayal cuts deep. But jail?

“You’re not going to jail,” I replied firmly, though part of me knew he might not be able to hold himself back if things got heated. “We’re just here to get some answers.”

“I mean it,” Robert pressed, his voice rough. “If I end up in a cell, I want you to take care of Katrina. She’s going to need someone.”

Katrina let out an exasperated sigh. “Dad, come on. You’re not going to jail. We’re not here to throw punches; we’re here to find out the truth. Don’t make this harder than it already is.”

“I’ll take care of her either way,” I said quietly, knowing that was the only response Robert would accept. I wasn’t about to let anything happen to her, no matter what went down today.

But I sure as hell wasn’t going to let Robert get hauled off to jail. 

We pulled up to the Colonel’s house. It was a cookie-cutter version of every other house in the neighborhood. Every house on the street was practically identical: beige siding, two-car garages, pristine lawns manicured to perfection. The only thing that set Colonel Moser’s house apart was the American flag hanging next to the front door. 

“Figures,” Robert muttered, eyeing the flag as we parked. “Old habits die hard.”

I texted Jason quickly, letting him know we made it to the Colonel’s house and might be off the radar for a bit. 

We got out of the truck, and for a moment, the three of us stood there, just staring at the house. The street was eerily quiet. I could hear a dog barking a few houses down, but other than that, it felt like the whole universe was holding its breath. 

To me, it was an open of sorts. And not a good one. 

I could feel the tension radiating off of Robert like heat from an open flame. He was feeling the same thing. 

“Let’s get this over with,” Katrina said, taking the lead. She marched up the front walkway and rang the doorbell with more force than necessary. I half-expected her to pound her fist against the door. 

We waited. No response. She rang again. Still nothing.

“Maybe he’s not home,” I suggested, though something about the stillness of the house made me uneasy.

Robert wasn’t buying it either. I could see the muscles in his jaw working overtime. “He’s avoiding us.”

“Or he could be hiding something,” Katrina said, her voice tight. “What if he’s in on this with Gabe? What if he knew all along?”

I didn’t want to jump to conclusions, but at this point, anything was possible. I stepped forward and banged on the door with the side of my fist. I was about to pull back when, to my surprise, the door swung open.

All three of us froze.

“Did you open it?” Robert asked. 

“No. Just hit it hard enough, I guess. It must not have been latched.”

“Amos!” Robert shouted into the house. “I know you’re here. It’s Robert. We’re going to talk!”

There was nothing but silence. 

None of us moved right away. 

The house was dark inside, the curtains drawn tight. A musty smell hit me immediately—stale air mixed with something else. Something metallic. My gut twisted as my instincts kicked in. This wasn’t right.

“Stay back,” I said quickly, putting an arm out to stop Katrina and Robert from stepping over the threshold. I pushed the door open wider, squinting into the dimly lit entryway.

“Hello!” I called out. “Is anyone home?” 

Still no answer. 

“What the hell...” Robert murmured under his breath as he stepped closer, peering into the darkness.

From where I stood, I could just make out the edge of a hallway and the living room beyond, but it was hard to see clearly. The silence was unnerving. All of the blinds were closed. With the cloudy day, it provided no sunlight. 

“Dad?” Katrina whispered.

“Something’s wrong,” I muttered. “We need to be careful.”

Robert moved past me before I could stop him, stepping into the house. I followed closely behind, my hand automatically reaching for the concealed gun I carried in my waistband. I wasn’t about to take any chances.

The further we went into the house, the more my unease grew. The place felt abandoned—empty, but not in the way you’d expect from someone who had just stepped out for a few hours. There was something... off.

Katrina followed behind us, her steps hesitant. “Do you think he’s... gone?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “But something’s definitely not right.”

“What do we do?” Katrina asked quietly. 

Robert had stopped just inside the doorway. Clearly, he wasn’t feeling good about going in either. There was
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